XVII,

THE GOAL.

I entered the coupe of the diligence, on renewing
my journey, one seat was already occupied by a very good-
looking gentleman, of fine countenance, about middle age,
and wearing withal upon his face the mark, if not the
reality, of thorough good-nature and downright honesty.
The uproar and confusion which always attends the start-
ing of the diligence in Paris was doubtless increased on
the day I left, because it was Sunday evening; and it
seemed to oae that things would never come right, and my
cotnpagnon had kissed his hand adieu to a friend, perhaps
the fiftieth time, when, sure enough, the conducteur gave
the word, and crack went the postilion's whip.

The sun was flinging its last rays upon the lofty spires
and domes of Paris as I passed the fortifications, and we
were soon fairly out of the city, with a journey lying be-
fore me of which I knew nothing of the other end. My
first stopping-place was to be Munich, which, from the best
information I could gather, would be reached in six or
seven days and nights of hard travel. I found nay solitary
companion to be a highly polished and educated gentleman,
who spoke his own language to perfection, but was pro-
foundly ignorant of any other. We soon became acquainted,
so far as to learn that we would probably journey together
as far as Strasburg. He had travelled the route several
times, and proffered me the aids of his experience.

The shades of night soon gathered round us, and at a
reasonable time for retiring my companion took out his
handkerchief, tied up his head, and was soon in the land of
visions. The novelty of the scenes through which I was
passing, the singular appearance of the country, the foreignught that in case I
